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ATHLETES SAY:

"THEY DON'T
YOUR WIND!"
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JENNIE ROONEY, famous circus aerialist, says: "I have to guard my wind. It
means a lot to me that Camels, be
ing so mild, do not get my wind."

JAMES BAUSCH, Olympic Decathlon
Champion, is called "world's greatest
all-around athlete"! He says: "I've
smoked Camels for years. Camels are
so mild they don't get my wind. They
must be made from costlier tobaccos!"
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WILLIE MACFARLANE, former U. S.
Open Champion,
adds: "You hear a
lot about mildness.
Camels are so mild
they don't get my
wind or my nerves."

n

J. A. BROOKS, '32

HI WEIGH THE WORDS of the
I champions, approving Camel's
I mildness. Healthy nerves —
• physical fitness — sound wind
I —help to make life more enH joyable for you too. Join those
H who enjoy Camel's mildness —
|| smokeallyou wish! Forathletes
m have proved that Camels don't
B" get their wind... or their nerves.

and '33 All American
Lacrosse Team: "No
matter how many
I smoke, Camels
never upset my nerves
orget my wind.That's
real mildness!"

Camels
m

'

A

'mm

!TURKISH & DOMESTIC
^ BLEND
© 1935, R. J. Reynolds Tub. Co.
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tennis champion,
comments: "Camels
are so mild! They
never cut my wind
—and I smoke a lot,
too. Their flavor? Al
ways rich and good!"
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RIP COLLINS, homerun king of the St.
Louis Cardinals.
"Here's the best
proof I know that
Camels are mild,"
Rip says."They never
get my wind."
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COSTLIER
TOBACCOS!

• Camels are made from finer, MORE EXPENSIVE TOBACCOS
—Turkish and Domestic—than any other popular brand.
(Signed) R. J. REYNOLDS TOBACCO COMPANY, Winston-Salem, N. C.
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BULLETIN
BOARD
CINEMA

ACTIVITIES
Kreisler will give a concert at Memorial Hall, Columbus,
on October 17th.

MOUNT VERNON
The Vine Theatre

Edith Lorland and her Hungarian Orchestra will be at
Memorial Hall, Mt. Vernon on November 11th.

Oct.
Oct.
Oct.
Oct.
Oct.
Oct.
Oct.
Oct.
Oct.

Kenyon football schedule for this season:
September 27 — Denison at Granville.
October
12 — Rochester at Rochester, N.Y.
October
19 — Hiram at Gambier (Homecoming).
October
26 — Hobert at Geneva.
November 1 — Otterbein at Westerville.
November 9 — Mt. Union at Gambier.
November 16 — Oberlin at Gambier.

2- 3 "Accent on Youth" with Sylvia Sidney.
4- 5 "Here Comes Cookie" with Burns and Allen.
4- 5 "Hell's Angels" with Jean Harlow.
6 7 "Anna Karenina" with Greta Garbo.
8- 9 "Every Night at Eight" with Geo. Raft.
"Goose and the Gander" with Kay Francis.
1011-12 "Scarface" with Paul Muni.
11-12 "Fightin' Youth" with Charles Farrell.
13-14 "O'Shaughnestey's Boy" with Wallace Beery.

The Lyric Theatre

Equitation — A payment of $25 enables a student to
ride twice a week during an entire semester, and also pro
vides for instruction in equitation. A deposit of $30 provides
for courses in both equitation and polo. The stables are open
from 8:30 A.M. to 11:30 A.M., and from 1:30 P.M. to 5:30
P.M. Riding, if done regularly, may be substituted by fresh
men for the required physical training.
Bill Turner, President of the Intra-mural Board, an
nounces that many if not all of the following sports will be
included in Kenyon's enlarged intra-mural program this
year: Water polo, soccer, speed ball, polo, archery, bowling:
and those definitely in the program are: touch-football,
horse-shoes, swimming, hand-ball, basketball, baseball, tennis
and golf.
The proposed schedule of Kenyon's Polo Team: New
York University, Cincinnati Riding Club, Raemelton Farms,
Kansas City, The 122nd Field Artillery of Chicago, and Ohio
State University.
President John Alberts of the recently organized Kenyon
Players, announces that three 3-act plays will be given during
the course of this year, and that several one-act plays will
also be produced in Nu Pi Kappa Hall. Dr. John Wilson
Black will direct the activities of the Players, and Dr. W.
Ray Ashford will be the sponsor and assistant to Black.
The New Book Club announces that the
following volumes are ready for rental:
A Few Foolish Ones — G. H. Carroll
Roll River — James Boyd
National Velvet — A. Bogmold
Illyrian Spring — V. Bridge
Lucy Oayheart — Willa Cather
North of the Orient — Ann Morrow
Lindbergh
Of Time and, the River — Thomas Wolfe
Europa — Breffault
White Ladies — Brett Young
The Inquisitor — Walpole
Path of Glory
Humphrey Cobb
Alice James's Journal —
A Backward Glance — Edith Wharton
Ships — H. van Loon
Experiment in Autobiography -—H. G. Wells
English Journey — J. B. Priestly
Forty-Two Years in the White House —
I. H. Hoover
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Oct.
Oct.
Oct.
Oct.
Oct.
Oct.
Oct.
Oct.
Oct.
Oct.

4- 5 "Border Guns".
6-7-8 "Mutiny Ahead".
9-10 "Cock of the Air"
11-12 "Outlaw Deputy".
13-15 "Circus Shadows".
16-17 "What Price Crime".
18-19 "Born to Battle".
20-22 "Sky Devils".
23-24 "Mystic Hour".
25-26 "Danger Trails"

The Memorial Theatre
Oct. 4- 5 Robert Donat in "Count of Monte Crislu".
Oct. 6- 8 Madeleine Carrol in "Thirty Nine Steps".
Oct. 9-10 Ralph Bellamy in "The Healer".
Oct. 11-12 Bela Lugosi in "Mysterious Mr. Wong".
Oct. 13-15 Barbara Stanwyck in "The Red Salute".
Oct. 16-17 Nancy Carroll in "After the Dance".
Oct. 18-19 Hoot Gibson in "Sunset Range".
Oct. 20-22 Neil Hamilton in "Keeper of the Bees".
Oct. 23-24 Jan Kiepura in "My Song for You".
Oct. 25-26 Joan Marsh in "Champagne for Two".
Oct. 27-28 Clive Brook in "Loves of a Dictator".
Oct. 29-30 Norman Foster in "Ladies Crave Excitement".
Oct. 31-Nov. 1 Ben Lyon in "Together We Live".
Nov. 2- 3 Boris Karloff in "The Black Room".
Nov. 5- 6 Nancy Carroll in "Atlantic Adventure".

NEWARK, OHIO
The Midland Theatre

CONTENTS
Correspondence ...
Editorial
Africa Sleeps
Soviet Inefficiency
Hill Tops

Page
5
7
9
10
11

For Medicinal Purposes .. 12
Leaves from a Note Book 13
Literary Soundings

15

Spangled Sports

17

When People Meet .

18

Oct.
Oct.
Oct.
Oct.
Oct.

6- 9
10-12
13-16
17-19
20-23

"Dark Angel".
"O'Shaughnessy's Boy".
"Page Miss Glory".
"Every Night at Eight".
"Diamond Jim".

The Auditorium Theatre
Oct.
Oct.
Oct.
Oct.
Oct.
Oct.
Oct.

6- 7
8-10
11-12
13-14
15-16
17-19
20-21

"Red Heads on Parade".
"Accent on Youth".
"King Solomon of Broadway".
"Special Agent."
"Chained".
New Tarzan Adventures!
"We're in the Money"

MANSFIELD, OHIO
The Madison Theatre
Oct. 6- 8
Oct. 9-10
Oct. 11-12

"Annapolis Farewell".
"Werewolf of London".
"Old Man Rhythm".

Hika, a monthly magazine edited by students of Kenyon College, Gambier, Ohio. Editorial Staff: John C. Neff, Editor-inChief; Leland G. Allen, Associate: Art Editor, D. W. Jasper, Jr.; John T. Stickney, Business Manager; Charles L Lord
Associate. Contributing Editors: J. P. Devine, Lawrence Kenyon, David L. Beatty, Walter C. Curtis, Jr.
Printed by The Manufacturing Printers Co., 18 N. Main Street, Mt. Vernon. Ohio

II

1

;|

jk>.

W> *WL
, *1? %
•i

4
?

**

Sj

K
*•

•'
:

* •

A
i

f®
w

*

-ici.

•,

4

¥

1

>

ft'

I'Le

tm- *755-

•*
Vwm*

JJA

v

" *-§>

m

\h

. *fr

m*"
•
LeEm&i \%

-I,

. !
HI
&

JL >*

%)

\'

m
jW-*

'"4

S3: *tr
rS||~?fp'
BMI
l|

JE,
S31
• «*T
a«t- fi f
W !|

-•'

1
r

sSJef

;Y,:.

,

Li*

>• -v.." *j

,?

H

ft
8H

*:.Y

I•<

.;

t»

ROSSE HALL
if
i

HIKA
VOL. 2

Kenyon College, Gambier, Ohio, Sept>Oct., 1935

21 /
70

NO. 1

THE EDITOR'S PAGE
COMPULSORY CHAPEL
It is better to face an issue frankly than not to
face it at all, and because the question of compul
sory chapel attendance at Kenyon is an issue, we
feel that now is the opportune time to consider it.
Since, at the moment, the College has no official
chaplain, it is desirable to take the question up at
length—this is the first of a series of discussions on
the subject which will appear in this publication.
In the Commons, on the Campus, in the Division
Parlors—wherever one goes, one hears something
about chapel. There remains little doubt in the
minds of the students that one day in the near fu
ture chapel attendance here on the Hill will be an
optional matter. All fingers point toward such a
change. Has not the College itself, in recent years,
increased the numbers of chapel-cuts allowed each
student ? Has not there been talk of moving the hour
of chapel ahead? So why not consider the problem
now, everyone voicing his own opinion?
Let it be understood at the offset that no offense
is intended to any person or persons intimately con
nected with the chapel services here at Kenyon Col
lege. Every man knows that religious services of a
kind are good for ones spiritual development. Every
one knows too, that when a little boy is even gently
asked to sit in a chair he will make every effort to
do something else.
If there is to be change, it should be motivated
by the desire to improve the religious life of the
College; not by the desire to release oneself from
a drudgery. No one will question the fact that re
ligious life is necessary, is important. It should
occupy a prominent place in the life of the student—
for it is something that contributes to the spiritual
welfare of the student. But, one asks, is there not
some way to increase the attractiveness of college
chapel services?

The following appeared in The Amherst Student, Thursday, September 19, 1935.
COMPULSORY CHAPEL AT WILLIAMS
ENDED. . . .Decision is Victory for Williams
Record after Campaign for Several Years. . .
Chapel will no longer be compulsory for Will
iams students. . . Instead, there will be a
voluntary chapel service later in the morning. .
The decision of the Williams trustees was con
sidered at the college to be a victory for the
Record, undergraduate daily, which has cam
paigned against compulsory chapel for several
years.

The Collegian, last year, brought to the alumni
and students a plea for the abandoning of the pres
ent chapel system at Kenyon College. Such a plea
must be carried on, until all sides of the question
have been heard. It is something that must be set
tled, must be heeded.
What is to be done about the matter? How
can the student of Kenyon instigate a change simi
lar to that made at Williams College?
Sooner or later, settlement can, obviously, be
made in only one way: make the attendance of
chapel, at least on week-days (again a detail arises
which must be settled by those concerned), entirely
optional. Better a few men attend the services in a
frame of mind desirable for the occasion, than many
men not in any wise concerned with what is going
on. This does not imply that college men are neces
sarily heathens. It simply suggests that the situa
tion is too ironical, too incongruous to continue long.
We endorse the suggestion that the Student
Assembly draw up a petition for the Board of Trus
tees asking that week-day chapel attendance at
Kenyon College be hereafter optional. But in order
that both pros and cons be given a fair hand, Hika
begs its readers to submit their ideas about the
matter. Send in your letters, and they will be print
ed!
7
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THE COLLEGIAN
On Tuesday, October 1st, the year's second
number of The Collegian appeared on the Hill. Con
gratulations to the new editors! At last it looks as
though Kenyon has a newspaper again.
During the past few years the appearance and
substance of Kenyon's sheet declined in value. But
now, thanks to the new editors, it has been lifted
out of the depths and has already passed through
stages of renovation such as it has not known in
many long years and will doubtless be placed on the
excellent level to which it once obtained.
To-day The Collegian assures its readers that
there is a sensible force and an enthusiastic energy
right behind it. It warrants the supposition that
each succeeding number this college year will be
composed of real newspaper material.
Hika is happy to co-operate with the editors of
our newspaper. It is fitting that the two publica
tions should supplement one another, that they
should stand out in the list of college publications
in this part of the country. It is right they should
serve the student body, faculty, and alumni by af
fording them an outlet for the creative spirit of all
Kenyon.

Kenyon Intelligence Test
1.

2.

3.

4.

5.

The Kangaroo Court is always held
a. In the library.
b. At faculty meetings.
c. In the county jail at Mt. Vernon.
d. In the coffee shop.
e. At freshmen line-ups.
Mt. Vernon means
a. Hill, hill, hill.
b. Town of beautiful girls.
c. Jugtown.
d. The home of good whiskey.
e. Mount of Green Apples.
Two of the following are not very clear
a. Einstein's theory of relativity.
b. Mountain water.
c. A mirror.
d. Kenyon's system of reading for honors.
e. Glass.
One of the following songs has not been sung
in the Commons
a. Miss Otis Regrets.
b. The Man on the Flying Trapeze.
c. The Thrill.
d. Philander Chase.
e. Put on Your Old Gray Bonnet.
The chief function of the President of the
Freshmen class is to
a. See that no rubbish is thrown on the grass.
b. Deal with irate farmers concerning the
disappearance of gates.
c. Represents his class at Ivy Club meetings.
d. Sing "Hurrah! Hurrah! The Sophs are
gonna be hung!"

r»
r
X.

Q
>
(

)

\\ll
52.
A Path to the Swimming Pool was Made
V

6.

7.

8.

9.

10.

11.

12.

e. Try to outeat Millikan.
One of the following is not sold in the college
shop (adv.)
a. Writing paper.
b. Radios.
c. Cigarettes.
d. Chances on football pools.
e. Match folders.
If you wanted to be the first person at break
fast, you woud have to get up before
a. Seven o'clock.
b. The sun.
c. Dr. Ashford.
d. Rudy Kutler.
e. Henry Enck.
One of the following is not in Westerville
a. The grave of the man who wrote "Darling
Nellie Gray."
b. Otterbein College.
c. William's Grill (adv.).
d. The home of the W. C. T. U.
e. The grave of the man who wrote "Wearin'
o'the Green."
The correct spelling is
a. Rythm.
b. Ryhthm.
c. Rhthym.
d. Rhythm.
e. Ryhthym.
Major Bowes' favorite expression is
a. All right, all right!
b. Who put the cream in my coffee?
c. Pity the sailors on a night like this!
d. Yea Man!
e. Hot cha!
A West Point cadet is allowed to have neither
a wife nor a
a. Bottle of gin.
b. Moustache.
c. Cottage in Flatbush.
d. Date with a "follies" girl.
It
e. Seat when Army plays Navy.
Kenyon was named for
a. Jack Kenyon of Notre Dame fame.
b. The Grand Kenyon in Arizona.
c. Lord Kenyon of England.
d. Phillip Charles Kenyon of Mt. Vernon.
e. William Henry Kenyon of Winchester,
Mass.
Answers on page 18
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AFRICA SLEEPS

*r

By Hans van Nes Allen
Vahne and I walk from our hut toward the hill
top above the town. The air is cool for the sun is
going down. Darkness will soon blanket the forest
and the clouds. Africa will sleep. The river is quiet
below us. Deep and thoughtful and flowing.
"I wonder what it thinks, Vahne, going on and
on — so silently, so patiently."
"It knows all, Massah; it has lived longer than
men. Its thoughts are many — and its secrets.
Men can learn from the river."
An eagle flies up from the town and lights on
the top branch of a cotton tree nearby. There is a
rustling in a thicket beside the trail. A man walks
out of the forest, a hunter with a spear-gun in his
hand. He is tall, and his body is black and glisten
ing. His eyes flash as he looks about.
"You must be quiet. A bush-cow is close. I
will shoot him and we will feast and dance tonight!"
He grins and slips back into the bush. The
leaves whisper for a moment and there is silence.
Vahne looks at me and smiles.
"It is Mombu, the young hunter. He will be
happy tonight. The town will be happy. We will
dance!"
Standing there looking off into the mountains
we think. It is all so quiet and thoughtful—like the
river. We walk on back along the trail into the
forest.
A shot booms out not far ahead of us. It echoes
down the valley. We run forward a few steps, then
stop. There is a crashing in the bush ahead, and
a man jumps onto the trail and starts to run toward
us. His smoking gun he drags behind him. It is
Mombu, the young hunter. He has taken but a step
when the leaves beside him fly out and the bush-cow
is on the path close behind him. A toss of its head
and Mombu flies into the air, then slumps to the
ground. He is silent and his gun rests upon his
arm. A thin line of smoke curls up from the barrel.
The bush-cow crashes off into the forest. It is all
over in a moment.
Vahne and I stand beside the man. His face is
calm, but he does not breathe. His eyes look on past
us — out through the vines overhead. A tiny bead
of sweat runs from his forehead down over his tem
ple and into his hair. I lift his head. There is a little
pool of dusty blood beneath it, and another one in
the center of his back below his shoulder. The
bush-cow's horns have gone deep.
"He is dead! The bush-cow has killed him!"
"Yes, Vahne, but he felt no pain. He has died
as a hunter should."
Continued on page 16
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The river is quiet below its.
Deep and thoughtful and flowing.
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had been with H. V. Kaltenborn, our party leader,
to Siberia in 1934, and as a result, felt free to tell
us things which otherwise would have remained un
said.
Our visit to the Soviet is so recent that my im
pressions have not yet become stratified, so if this
sounds rambling, it is because of the time element.
But before delving into the problems of Russia as we
see them: the status of religion, the penal system,
prostitution, and Communism, I would like to begin
with a description of the irritations, embarrass
ments, and inconveniences which are so apparent.
Our entrance to Russia was preceeded by a lei
surely week of cruising on the Mediterranean and
Black Sea, and every afternoon on board the S. S.
General Von Steuben we held round-table discussions
of Russia and its problems. We were fortunate to
have as our party leader Mr. Hans V. Klatenborn )
news editor of the Columbia Broadcasting System,
and a truly great man. Mr. Kaltenborn has been to
Russia almost every year since 1926, and he is well
versed in the problems that confronted the prophets
of Karl Marx. So we were fully prepared for incon
veniences, and we were not disappointed.
On the morning of August 2nd, our boat landed
at Batum, a little oil center on the eastern shore of
the Black Sea. Immediately after landing, we were
ushered through the Russian customs—and what an
ordeal that was! Apparently no Americans had ever
Continued on Page 22

SOVIET INEFFICIENCY
[EDITOR'S NOTE— This is the first of a series of articles
on Russian problems written by Leland Allen, who duriny
the summer toured extensively in Russia.]

Whenever anyone returns from a trip to the
Soviet Union, his friends invariably greet him with
queries such as, "Wasn't the food awful?", "Why
in the world did you go to Russia?", or "Are the
children really starving?" For Russia is a land of
great mystery; a nation of perplexities.
There are many misconceptions about the Rus
sians ; likewise, Russians have many misconceptions
about the Americanski. They believe us to be
untamed millionaires who spend the day reading
Hearst papers, and the evenings, the works of
Theodore Dreiser.
But now to get back to Russia. The chief rea
son that we have so many conflicting reports about
this fascinating country is because most tourists
confine their Russian travels to Leningrad and Mos
cow, with perhaps a week or two in the Crimea add
ed, so that they might say they saw the "real Rus
sia"—whatever that is. Our trip began in Georgia,
a province not yet full of Muscovites touted as to
the new regime, and contained a week in desolate
Armenia. After that background, we journeyed
north to see Russia as exhibited in the Ukraine, then
Moscow, and finally Leningrad. Traveling with us
throughout all of this was Zeina, our interpreter, a
young woman well-schooled in the new regime. She
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HILL TOPS
HENRY SAMUEL ENCK
President of the Student Assembly
speaking. Henry Enck is es
One of the pillars, a monu
tablished
as a master of clipped
ment of solidity. It is not espeech.
None of this inane
nough to say that he represents
quibbling.
It is either "yes" or
steadfastness of purpose, enter
"no".
Whether
a matter of
prise, or persuasive character.
agreement
or
not,
he plainly
There is about Henry an air of
knows
his
own
mind.
More
«
;
i
utter capability that is justified
;• g
power to him. In the last judge
by everything he does. That is
ment he is definitely not a shovel
to say, "If you can't do it, I
man. That is, when the thorng
can."
w
gathers and mouths begin to
"555* t
There is nothing of the
flap, he is among the more con
back-slapping or pump-handling
E
servative. His opinions are his
about him, for he is sincere. You
own unless they are called for,
will never see Henry charge
he stands behind his impenetra
madly down upon some wretch
%
bility and watches the rest
and flail him upon the back,
•
commit themselves, which is,
meanwhile shouting in his face.
¥'
;
after
all, the safe way.
Just not done. If he is glad to
4 id
In the Commons, where in
see you, you know it without
nate animal natures are more
that.
in evidence, where hunger spurs
Obviously he is a business
us to nervous enthusiasm and
man. His abilities point to it;
untoward haste, Henry is
his successes confirm it. Cer
brought to the acid test. The
tainly he has been in the midst,
most concerted onrush is shat
fiscally speaking, since his first
tered at the doors. Does one of us dare jump the
toddling steps. Right now he is business manager
gun ? Hardly. Moreover, he is physically capable of
of the Collegian. But not so obviously, he is deeply
enforcement, we believe. It would be well to pause
interested in music; not so deeply, in reading and
traveling.
a moment in meditation before putting a doubt to
But enough of that. For always striving to
test.
ward the ultimate and obscure, we must take a peek
Perhaps it was the Simon-pure atmosphere of
within. It is possible, upon meeting certain persons,
Lima, or his own resistance, but it is noticeable to
to mutter to one's self, "Aha, this fellow is a jolly
us how completely he has escaped the toils of that
bird'! 'here is a real gent'! or perhaps, 'Lord what a
daze or pall that envelopes the mind of the average
dope!' " It is comparatively easy to catalogue them
student. He has never succumbed to that primitive
mentally as good fellows, the average sort, or ineff
laxity that drives us to class in shirt sleeves and
able twits. No problem at all. It's that way with
disarray.
most people. But with Henry, not so. Frankly, he
is impenetrable, and being impenetrable, he has
Now he has arrived at man's estate. It not be
most people stumped. As a rule a person secretly be
ing cricket to conjecture publicly upon a man's po
lieves himself invested with some occult power by
litical turnings we do not doubt that his first ballot
which he probes another's mind, reads between the
will find him aligned on the side of liberty, equality,
lines, as it were, and by inference delves far into his
and some sort of justice. Hie will be, very probably,
innermost thoughts. What a blow to run against
a rabid conservative.
the impassible! In short, to run against Henry Enck.
This, his last year, finds him in what is accepted
A terror behind a poker hand, — if he played poker.
as
the
most honored office, President of the Assem
We need more—someone who can keep still politely,
bly.
Evidently
he will accomplish things, too. At
and yet have something to back it up. The funny
any
rate,
there
are
rumors of epoch-making actions
part is, he's an interesting talker and in spite of
to be taken by that venerable body, the Assembly.
that, respects the ramblings of others seemingly
Who could direct its hysterically scattered efforts
more than his own words.
A lot may be told of him by his manner of
better.
II

HIKA, Gambier, Ohio, Sept.-Oct., 1935

12

FOR MEDICINAL PUR
POSES ONLY

By Theophilus Wetwood,
Umpty-Ump
Tom and I sat in the cooling breeze of the win
dow-seat (first floor rear, Old Kenyon) and watch
ed Tom's room-mate dress for the President's re
ception to new students. It was a muggy September
night, and the gas jets sent up rippling streamers
of heat. My stiff collar was already alarmingly
sticky, and I wished that Albert would hurry. Tom
looked pretty hot too; though we both felt relaxed
at the prospect of a peaceful evening. We were in
our best clothes, but freshmen in those days were
mainly an unsophisticated lot, and our best did not
include evening clothes.
Albert Ball, though, was a senior, and he was in
the midst of the sacred rites of donning the soup and
fish. At the moment, he
was in trousers and un
dershirt, with suspend
ers dangling atavistically behind him, and his
well-scrubbed face glist
ening in the gas light. It
was a handsome, rather
stern face, with eye
V
\
brows that lifted stormf
<$: \
ily like those of Samuel
-rsJohnson in the Reynolds
portrait. I suppose the
comparison suggests it
self to me because, like
Doctor Johnson, Albert
was always cock-sure of everything. His eyes were
a different story — baby-blue, with as honest and
trusting a glance as I ever saw in a human being.
Perhaps only completely trusting souls dare to be
cock-sure.
A senior transfer, as new to the Hill as we were,
he had big-heartedly taken us under the wing of
his collegiate experience, and in the ten days of our
acquaintance had given us a great deal of highly
moral advice about the pitfalls of college life as he
had f und them at Oberlin. Albert was particular
ly impressive on the evils of strong drink. In the
alarums and excursions of the first week, when
every man's hand seemed literally against us, the
advice had been of little practical value; but Tom
and I had been grateful for his friendliness, and he
had become almost paternal in his attitude toward
us.
So there we sat, comfortably aware that the
cane rush and the minstrel show were behind us and
that the sophomores had actually helped us get
ready for the reception, and as comfortably un
aware that on our return we should find our rooms
completely gutted and our beds astride the ridgepole
of Old Kenyon. Albert chatted with us amiably, a
V-

little pleased, I suspect, to demonstrate how a
gentleman should dress for the evening.
"Now," he said, "if that shirt hasn't got mussed
up, I'll soon be ready."
He lifted the lid of his trunk and burrowed un
der the folded handkerchiefs and neatly rolled socks.
The gleaming bosom of a boiled shirt came into
view; and so did a flattish object which rolled out
of a protected scarf and lay nakedly as a quart of
amber liquid with a Canadian label.
"Good night, it might have spilled over every
thing," Albert exclaimed, snatching up the bottle.
Tom and I looked at each other, at the whiskey,
and at Albert. Our past week had been one of tot
tering illusions, but this — well, if Albert was not
what he seemed, who was? Neither of us said a
word. We just sat there, and felt uncomfortable.
It wasn't the whiskey; it was being fooled again,
and by someone we didn't think would fool us.
When Albert got
the idea, he turned pink
all over. He half-laugh
\
ed, and then went dead
:\Y>
serious.
"Good Lord, you
V>
don't think I have this
to drink, do you?"
I couldn't think of
any other use for whiskey, and my best reply
was a dubious grin. Tom
kept on staring without
saying a word. Then
Albert lost his temper a
little.
"Well, I don't. My father gave me this, and
my sister packed it for me. It's for emergencies."
"You mean like snake-bites?" Tom inquired
hopefully.
"I mean sickness — in case anyone has a heart
attack or anything." He waved the bottle in an allembracing gesture. "And if you ever see this open
ed for any other reason, you can call me a damn
liar."
Albert was telling the truth — we couldn't
mistake that —, and I felt comfortable again. Tom
made a wise crack.
"No fooling, Al, my heart's awful bad."
Albert took that all right and stood grinning at
him with the bottle in his hand. But just then Cliff
Larcomb, the sophomore that roomed right above,
M
stuck his head in.
"You guys had better get going—well, for the
love of dear old Pete." He came in and shut the
door. "Only for God's sake, Ball, wait till after the
reception. One whiff of that stuff and your goose
is cooked." Larcomb hadn't taken much to Ball,
but he beamed at him now like a D.A.R. welcoming
Dagoes to citizenship. "By golly, old man, I wouldCon tinned on Page 14
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LEAVES FROM A
LONDON NOTE BOOK
By W. H. D., Jr.
November 27, 193If
All London is making last minute preparations
for the wedding of Princess Marina and Prince
George tomorrow. In any of the leading streets
you may see two or more of the Royal automobiles—
with chauffeur and footman and distinguished by
the Royal Crown set up over the bonnet — which
have been put at the disposal of the twenty-odd
Royalties.
Heard in a Bond Street shop: "You may tell
Her Majesty that I shall have the bracelet ready for
Her this evening."
November 28, 193Jf
Up at six to find a place from which to watch
the procession. Although I reached Whitehall at
six-thirty, there are already eight thousand police
lining the route. Half of them had been there since
the previous evening, and by eight o'clock thirteen
thousand of them were on duty, stationed three feet
apart all the way from Buckingham Palace to West
minster Abbey.
Tens of thousands of spectators, having come
up from the country yesterday, had taken their
places at ten in the evening and, with lunch baskets
and blankets, had spent the night on the pavements.
At intervals along the route there were estab
lished first aid stations, kept busy from early
morning. Over five thousand people had required
medical attention by ten o'clock, and so great was
the crush that the stretcher bearers could not get to
them. Those who had fainted, and who could not be
handed over the heads of the crowd, remained in a
standing position because they were so tightly pack
ed together.
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There was comparatively little colour in the
procession itself. The Royal Family was attended
only by a detachment of Life Guards and the House
hold Cavalry. The Life Guards, with their scarlet
tunics and white breeches, with the sun flashing
from their golden helmets and breastplates, with
swords held upright, and with their white plumes
streaming out behind them, looked like a painting
of days gone by as they clanked past four abreast,
the whole phalanx rising and falling in unison.
October 11, 1931f
Yesterday King Alexander of Jugo-Slavia was
assassinated in Marseilles. Reading in the paper
this morning that his eleven year old son, Peter, had
been brought up to London at dawn, I went around
to the Jugo-Slavian Legation in Queensgate.
There was a crowd of several hundred gathered
before the Embassy. Mounted police were clearing
the streets of traffic, while scattered throughout the
small crowd were secret-service men, with hands in
bulging overcoat pockets.
At first, those entering the Legation were shab
bily-dressed, foreign looking people — many of them
in tears — obviously ex-patriots from Jugo-Slavia
who instinctively were flocking around their new
King. But soon important-looking cars began to
arrive, bearing representatives of other Embassies.
Couriers dashed up on foot, by bicycle, and by
motorcycle. Attaches slipped in and out, bound on
mysterious errands.
Soon a carriage rolled up, bearing on the door
the British Royal Coat of Arms, while on the box
were a coachman and footman. As King George's
personal representative stepped out, police snapped
t'o attention until he had disappeared into the house.
Within a few minutes a modest-looking car
came up to the door. There were whispered confer
ences among the chauffeur, the police lieutenant,
and an attache from the Legation. More police ar
rived, pressed back the crowd. The door of the
Embassy opened and Peter, surrounded by four
sturdy plain-clothes men, ran down the steps into
the car. He did not know, at this time, that he was
King.
November 20, 1934
Lunched at the Inner Temple, in the Great Hall
where was given the first performance of Shakes
peare's Midsummer Night's Dream. This same
vaulted ceiling has also looked down upon such var
ied persons as Queen Elizabeth, Pepys, and Dickens.
Walking back along the Strand, I saw a pave
ment-artist sitting on the ground with a hand cock
ed to one ear. On the sidewalk he had written, with
chalk: "I thought I heard a penny drop."
December llf, 193Jf
In the evening, on a tour of the "bottle clubs",
which are really nothing more or less than speak
easies. They open at midnight and close sometime
after seven. Many of them stay open until ten in
Continued on Page 19
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FOR MEDICINAL PURPOSES ONLY
Continued, from Page 12
n't have believed it. Another postulant goes human.
Boy, I'll be down at eleven-thirty with a cork
screw."
Albert was hot, I could see, but he kept it under.
He gave Larcomb a sort of grim, forgiving look, and
began wrapping up the bottle.
"Sorry, Larcomb, but there's nothing doing.
You ought to know by this time that I don't approve
of all this drinking around here."
"Well, what in thunder have you got it for then
— hair tonic?"
Albert was nasty.
"No, little boy — medicine. You can have
some, when you're sick enough."
He locked up the bottle, put the key into his
pocket, and went on dressing.
"Just another Christer," Larcomb muttered. I
thought he would leave, but instead he sat down on
the trunk and lighted a cigarette.
"Say, Ball, you really oughtn't to have that stuff
around your room. Sure, we have a little now and
then, but you're a new man and a postulant. They'd
be pretty tough on you, and Dave Archer's not any
too fond of you anyhow. He's just as likely as not
to bring it before the dormitory committee if he
hears about it. Why don't you let me get rid of
it for you while you and the frosh are up at the dog
fight?"
Albert came out from the bosom of his shirt
and gave Larcomb a long, withering look. Larcomb
shut up, and the only sound was a moth frying in
the gas jet like an expiring hope. Larcomb started
for the door, but not before Albert found what he
had to say.
"Larcomb, for a week you've acted as if you
thought I was a damn fool. I may be green around
here, but if you think you can scare me into giving
you that whiskey — well, just try and get it. Tell
anybody you please. That whiskey is for medicinal
purposes only, and I'd like to see you get it for any
other reason."
Larcomb wag mad as hops to take all this be
fore us freshmen, but he tried not to show it.
"So you would, eh?" He gazed speculatively at
Albert. "O.K., Ball, if that's the way you feel about
it. You'd better toddle along now with your acolytes
or the pink tea will be all gone."
Our rooms were royally stacked when we came
back from the reception, but Albert's trunk had re
sisted assault. The whole thing might have been
forgotten, as such little things are, but Albert would
not let it rest. He talked about how he had put
Larcomb in his place, and he went around making
moral observations to the whole division, including
Dave Archer, who was in his fourth year and re
sented ethical advice, particularly from a transfer
and a postulant. In short, everybody but Albert
knew that Albert was making a holy show of himself.
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About a week afterwards Tom and I were
studying in my room on the second floor, over against West Wing and across the hall from Larcomb's room, which was just above where Tom and
Albert lived. He was doing what he could for my
trig, and I was doing what I could for his theme for
Benny's English. While Tom was expounding co
secants to me in loud tones, somebody banged on
the door.
"Pipe down, you frosh."
"Can't a man study in his own room?" I began
rather hotly. Hal Porter, Larcomb's room-mate,
came in, looking like a funeral.
"Not so loud, you. You'll disturb Larcomb."
Larcomb was not one of the quieter souls, and
I began to laugh, but Porter was as solemn as an
owl.
"He had a heart attack up at the post office a
little while ago. We had the dickens of a time bring
ing him around. Had to haul him down in Mark
Hanna's bus. Oh, he's all right now, but Doc Blake
said his heart was bad, and he might have another
any time. Boy, I'm worried."
At this sad news Tom gave me a quick glance
that I didn't think of until later.
"Can we see him?" he asked, rather morbidly.
We found Larcomb sitting in his bathrobe in
a morris chair. He answered our questions with a
sort of weak cheerfulness, professed unconcern, and
admitted that he had strained his heart on a lake
boat the summer before. I learned later that the
injury to his heart at that time was more emotional
than organic. After the usual sort of remarks we
went back to my room. Tom was remarkably cheerful.
"Do you know what's good for heart attacks?"
he asked me. The light dawned.
"By golly!" I shouted. "Whiskey!"
We sat grinning at each other like a pair of
idiots.
At the Commons that evening it seemed as if
nobody could talk of anything but Larcomb's seiz
ure. The senior table, particularly, gave its undivided attention to the topic. After dinner Porter
had me carry a basket of food down to Old Kenyon
for the invalid. I caught up with Albert and Tommy
on the Path, and found them talking about Larcomb.
It gave me a qualm to see Albert's real concern.
"Things like that are really tough. Larcomb's
a damn fool sophomore, but he's a good kid. I hope
he'll be all right, but these wild ones — ." He shook
his head.
When I went upstairs Porter was talking to
Larcomb. He had in his hands "Twelve Centuries
of English Poetry and Prose," which, at the rate of
a hundred pages to the century, dispensed English
literature to the sophomores on Monday, Wednes
day, and Friday, and for the rest of the week was
used chiefly to dispense justice to freshmen.
Continued on Page 19

LITERARY SOUNDINGS
By John C. Neff
er than that of My Brother Johnathan, or of Por
Francis Brett Young's new novel, White Ladies,
trait
of Clare. Yet when compared with most other
has been added to the New Book Club at Kenyon.
novels of to-day, the narrative of this book is highly
Those who are familiar with Brett Young will not
admirable. Filled with descriptive passages that
be able to get the book soon enough; those who do
glimmer like jewels and with clear expository pass
not know him should make it their business to be
ages dealing with the fluctuations
of the Tinsley
come acquainted with a man who writes as delight
family fortune, this book proves once again that
ful English prose as any man living.
the author wields a skilled pen. For example, when
Before anything definite be said about the book
the heroine, with the husband she married for the
itself, let it be pointed out that Mr. Young's Ameri
sake of a house ("White Ladies"),
can publishers have made a mislead
goes on a tour of her new home, Brett
ing statement in advertising White
Young writes: "They opened on what
Ladies. On the jacket of the book
111
was without doubt the principal
they say: "Hailed in England as
glory of White Ladies: the Long
Galsworthy's successor, and in Amer
ica as a writer in the grand tradition,
Gallery running from end to end of
the uppermost storey in the build
Brett Young has written a book of
ing's western flank. It was the great
great scope and power. . ." Doubt
elevation to which three flights of
less the man who wrote that line
stairs had lifted them out of the
wished to suggest to thousands of
lower regions of air, now plunged in
Galsworthy admirers in this country
that in Brett Young they would find
shadow, into those that the sun's last
their heart's own true desire. Prob
radiance still transfused which gave
ably he had another motive in writ
| this high celerestory its air of pure
ing that line: the sales motive!
light and freedom. Not only that,
"
And that is unfortunate. At the
for the gallery itself had a celestial
very least it is an insult to Mr. Young
quality that made it seem to belong
and to his achievements. One must
to sky rather than earth, being
admit, of course, that there exists a
drenched with the light that stream
Francis Brett Young
similarity between these two authors
ed from a range of windows uncur
in that they both favor the familytained and unbroken for more than
chronicle type of narrative. For that matter, how
a hundred and twenty feet by any partition, and was
ever, Brett Young could be compared to the
reinforced by reflection from a floor and wainscot
great Balzac, because the majority of both their
ing of oak which had been bleached by the suns of
stories are closely knit around one section of coun
three centuries to a silvery grey. . ."
try. Advertising and book reviewing that eternally
There is nothing rushed about that writing,
suggests that such and such a writer has come into
nothing hurried. There is a steady, studied careful
the world to fill the place left empty by past wor
ness about the whole. Mr. Young is always careful,
thies is ridiculous. In point of fact, Mr. Young is
considerate, always arrives home in good order after
already well over fifty, and has been writing for
a most fascinating journey. He knows the English
many years: John Galsworthy died only a few years
language — a very considerable knowledge of Ital
ago. In the original number of Hika, while speaking
ian and Latin obviously has reinforced his aware
of Mr. James Hilton, I quoted Williams Lyon Phelps
ness of his native tongue. He knows that English is
as follows: "I believe that James Hilton has come
a language alive, swiftly changing. He knows eto the fore of literary England to fill the blank left
nough about it aptly to release himself from the con
by Conrad, Hardy, Bennett, and Galsworthy." Even
ventional epithet, and to create something more
the distinguished professor of a no less distinguished
image-evoking for modern readers. Had he been
university can be wrong!
writing forty years ago, he would have written, for
Mr. Young is too strong a writer, too much of a
example, "distant thunder", as most people still do,
stylist to want to fill any past master's place in the
and no doubt have done for hundreds of years. In
sun. He is too devoted to his work, too thoroughly
stead, Brett Young writes: "far thunder", thus
honest with himself for that sort of ambition. Suf
creating a spark to flame the imagination.
fice to say, Brett Young is Brett Young.
The author's wide knowledge and ability in
White Ladies is not Mr. Young's best work. The
music is an invaluable aid to him in his writing. It
narrative is stronger than that of This Little World
has made him keen to sounds and images produced
(which appeared about a year ago), but much weakContinued on Page 16
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by sounds. Who could deny that there is no music,
no poetry in the following passage?
"And then, of a sudden, the trees seemed to fall
back on either side, disclosing, with the effect of a
fanfare of trumpets breaking through a murmur of
muted strings, above, an enormous expanse of white
sky, and below, a wide sward of turf, most piercing
ly green within the wood's dense circlet. And in the
midst of the green sward stood a house."
Perhaps Mr. Young is making no great contri
bution to literature. But one thing is certain: for
those who weary of the bustle of life he offers quiet
and peace.
Not so the volume announced in this column
last June: An Anthology of World Prose, by the in
imitable Carl Van Doren. In the first place the very
act of reading this book is made extremely annoy
ing because of the opaqueness of its pages. This
latest of several anthologies the Van Doren brothers
have, for some reason, desired to produce is far
more ironical than they could guess. For though it
purports to "do" world literature — and thus the
history of man — in a little over a thousand pages,
it nevertheless suggests that the American people
haven't enough time to bother with the matter any
way. So Mr. Van Doren puts all this conglamoration of stuff into a two-inch book! He deals with
Chinese literature in a few pages. Enough to make
the ancients turn in their graves! Sinclair Lewis is
given a comparatively greater space. How is Van
Doren to judge whether Mr. Lewis is worthy of
lengthy attention in the same book with the Chi
nese?
Some virtues anthologies have; but the vices
of this one are too many to warrant a serious con
sideration of it.
The choice of books this month struck up as
many different reactions as could be possible. One
can guarantee, without reservation, that if two or
three Kenyon men read Humphrey Cobb's Paths of
Glory, it will be the most popular book of fiction
here in many months. Published by Viking Press
in June, it has become a national best seller and will
surely be filmed within the year.
It deals with the conditions of Frenchmen in
the World War, and its action takes place within a
few short days. As compared with All Quiet On
the Western Front it is short and minutely detailed.
The German book considered, well enough, the Ger
man side of the War; Ernest Hemingway's Farewell
To Arms told of the War in Italy; and now, for the
first time in many years, we have a readable novel
about Frenchmen in the conflict.
This is a story of men, fighting men, distracted
men, men fed up on war. It is a story that tells of
the foulness and cheapness of war. The authorvividly describes how a soldier is blown to pieces,
how officers cheat their subordinates, why three
men are court-martialed and shot at the stake for no
humane reason. It is a book that lives in every page,
in every line, and is filled with an almost stunning
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passion. Humphrey Cobb's narrative is crisp, mor
dant, satirical; its every word is alive and tingling.
If you want to look at the War from a new
angle, you could do nothing better than to read
Paths of Glory. It will show those of you who think
all is glorious in war that the whole business is rot
ten and contemptible.
AFRICA SLEEPS
Continued from Page 9
"Oh, Massah — No pain, but he lived his life
so quick! He — "
Vahne stops and give me a frightened look.
Someone is chanting, coming along the path. The
voice comes nearer and is more distinct — a happy
voice.
My son went into the forest,
Into the forest he went with his gun;
He went to kill the bush-cow,
h'or he is a very great hunter.
I heard his gun speak in the forest.
The bush-cow heard the voice of his gun
And fell down dead in the forest.
O my son is a very great hunter!
And there will be joy in the village,
For the village tonight will have much
meat.
And they all will dance in the village,
For my son is a very great hunter.
An old woman comes round a turn in the trail
ahead. She carries a basket. It is filled with rice
and potatoes for the evening meal. When she sees
us standing over the body of the hunter, she stopsparalyzed for a moment—and then runs forward
with a wild cry. The basket drops and the rice and
potatoes scatter along the path. She falls beside
the body with a sob. Carefully she feels his fore
head, his face, his shoulders. Gently she lifts the
gun from his arm and raises his head. A little
trickle of blood runs over her hand. Then she looks
up at me. Her eyes! I shall never forget them. It
was as though her soul looked into mine. Some
thing deeper than color or blood. Like the eyes of
a dying animal — hoping, praying, trying to be
understood, and understand, yet realizing, deep
inside, that it was hopeless.
"Can you — oh Manjah, make him live! He is
warm — he is my child. Oh Kahmbah, my boy —
give him life! Make him breathe! My boy — my
boy!"
The sun is setting as Vahne and I walk down
the trail to the town. The eagle still sits on the cot
ton tree and the river flows silently below. A mo
ment has passed — only a moment — but a man
has died. A son! The river is so quiet, so patient.
It does not seem to care!
"Don't you know a man is dead! Oh God, river,
don't you Care! A man is dead! A son — "
Only the echo answers. The river flows
thoughtfully on.
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By Lcland G. Allen
The writer recently heard a true story concern
ing a boy who returned from his first semester in
college, bearing the news that he had matriculated.
Upon further questioning, it developed that the boy
in question thought matriculating had something to
do with bringing babies into the world. I don't
know exactly what that has to do with Spangled
Sports, so before my readers (both of them) think
I have become a victim of catatonic schizophrenia
(stupor, to you) I will begin writing something of
sports interest.
Had a fanning bee with Rudy Kutler recently,
in which the problem was raised about the difficulty
of Kenyon's picking a good football schedule. This
problem, as you doubtless know, is a many-sided
one. The chief trouble seems to be that there is ab
solutely no sure way to "dope" the ability of a team
from year to year. For example, take little Hiram.
Two years ago it was the worst team in Ohio. Fran
tic Kenyon alumni, always eager for victory, begged
that Hiram be scheduled. They were, for 1935; but
by this time little Hiram had greatly improved, and
it is no sure thing that we will wallop them here on
Homecoming Day. The same is true about Otterbein,
who has been on and off of Kenyon's schedule for
many years. So you see, this thing of arranging a
schedule is not as easy as it sounds. True enough,
we might be assured of victory if we tangled with
Knox College, but what would the gate receipts be
at Galesburg, Illinois?
Bill Morgan, who does a good job writing Ken
yon's publicity stuff, recently wrote to the Denison
University Office of Publicity, requesting passes for
the Denison-Kenyon game. The following letter
was written back:

The first football game of the season has been
played and lost, but I don't believe the 27-6 margin
gained by Denison shows any marked superiority
by the boys from Granville.
In the first place, our team is definitely a soph
omore team; and sophomores are bound to make
mistakes, especially in their first
intercollegiate
competition. Coaches Lambert and Kutler sent the
team on the field knowing that, and hoping the mis
takes would not be too costly. For three quarters
everything went along smoothly, but all the serious
errors came at once—in the final quarter. It was
merely inexperience added to a case of "buck fever",
and the chances of the same thing happening again
are slim.
The most serious hangover from the Denison
game is the injury to Bill Cann, who promises to be
one of the scrappiest tackles in the Ohio Conference.
The injury is a queer one, but quite common to Ken
yon men, as Pete Motto and Joe Swan had the same
thing happen to them in recent years. Cann's ailing
wing was originally injured in practice, occurring
when he tried a flying tackle at "Peanuts" Boren. It
was feared at first that it would be another case of
"out for the season", but the coaches nursed "Cupie"
along carefully, and pronounced him ready for bat
tle against Denison. Ready he was, and he played
almost the entire game with his shoulder padded
with sponges. But another knock in the same place
caused his retirement from action. Let us hope that
he will be ready for duty at Rochester!
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Then the writer failed to sign his name and
forgot to enclose the tickets. The punctuation and
spelling used are the writer's own.
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September 24, 1935
Mr. William Morgan
Director College News Bureau
Oambier, Ohio
Dear Mr. Morgan;
Thank you for your letter letting me in on
the "dope" for Friday night.
I am enclosing herein, These are season
passes so I am asking you to see that after the
game they are returned. Not that we have any
objxtions to your coming to see our bunch play,
but if you will not have use for them after this
game we will never have an accurate estimate
of the number of seats that are available.
These tickets will get you into the game
and into the press box.
SCordially yours,
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WHEN PEOPLE MEET
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By D. W. Jasyer, Jr.
However agile they may be, however quick to
dodge, people will meet. There are too many of
them to prevent it. We live together, and this liv
ing together — society it is called, a condition in
duced by lack of space — has become ingrained in
us. Only at intervals does our latent dislike for the
meeting of people break out, measle-like and futile.
We content ourselves with a week's vacation or a
picnic. So it is that our antagonism against society
becomes an open sore in many of us, only further
irritated by our every day meeting of people, neces
sitating certain rites which are called introductions.
For we must turn the knife in the wound. We
have devised forms, malignant conventions, that
with time have become Frankensteins, looming hor
ribly at our backs with the merest suggestion of an
introduction. There are rules which dictate; always
introduce a gentleman to a lady, a younger man to
an older, an unmarried woman to a married, a child
to an older person. If we are ignorant as to which
of these classes, older or younger, married or un
married, two people may belong, what to do? Of
course we mutter, smile foolishly, and say, "harrumph! .... Mr
Mrs.", and in the mental
scramble to determine who should be introduced to
whom, we forget the names. Embarrassing? Very.
To cover it up we repeat, "harrumph!" or "Hah!"
But at best this is unconvincing. People are left
standing dazedly, hunted looks in their eyes. There
is something lacking.
A safeguard against such a situation, a buffer
to ease us? We have one, the sense of humor. So
ciety demands it, the peace of minds necessitates it,
the outlook is colored by it. When people meet, God
grant it. Our hope is to see the other person in a
more ridiculous light than ourselves. That lends as
surance,—and when people meet, assurance, is
everything. If only their neckties are more awry
than our own, their cowlicks more flagrant, their
feet larger! Etiquette is founded on assurance, as
surance born not of sheer animal bravado, but of
humorous outlook.
Two men meet. They are introduced. Both are
stark, serious, and grim. They square off menac
ingly, staring fixedly into each other's eyes. One is
seen to grit his teeth, the other to set his jaw. They
advance with hands outstretched, muscle tensed,
each determined to squeeze the hand of the other to
a pulp. Deep within they are afraid. Their assur
ance is a cowering thing. Their hands clasp and
tighten until the tendons stand out. It is over, but
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they are not friends because of it. They remain stilt
ed, uneasy.
How much better to see the friendly smile, the
handshake without intent to main, the easy manner.
The two are introduced. A drooping suspender
catches the eye of one, a prominent incisor the eye
of the other. They smile. One might even laugh
out loud, — but they are friends. They have for
the moment risen above the feeble intent of con
vention, which is but to make one cognizant of the
presence of the other.
And there are women also. Their existence is
indisputable. Obviously one cannot charge up to
one of them and by reason of an introduction seize
her classic hand and crush it. Never! "In fact,"
convention mumbles in our ears, "we must never
shake hands with a woman unless she offers her
hand first." It is only with assurance that women
are impressed. Lothario himself, despite his hand
some appearance, by staring at his feet and nerv
ously hiding his hands, could make himself an ob
ject scorned. He may be so overwhelmed by her
breath-taking beauty that his sense of humor is be
numbed, but Nature takes a hand. Over his face
will creep a peculiar expression not unlike a smile,—
mute adoration, which in emergency serves the pur
pose. He recovers sufficiently to murmur, "How do
you do?", and take his seat behind a potted plant
whence he may peek stealthily at her from time to
time. And by reason of his smile he is not forgotten.
We are beset on every hand by "obligations to
society." Shall they be accepted? Boy, I'll say they
shall! Our lot is to accept the situation for what it
is, — and smile when people meet.

Answers to Kenyon Intelligence Test
1. c; 2. a; 3. a, d; 4. e; 5. b; 6. e (they're
given away!) ; 7. c; 8. e; 9. d; 10. a; 11. b; 12. c.
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Continued from Page 14
"Do you think it's heavy enough?" Larcomb
was asking.
"Sure, plenty," Porter answered, hefting it.
"Dog gone, I wish we had a big Bible," said
Larcomb.
"Don't worry," said Porter. "We can slam it
good and hard."
They shut up when they saw me; so I got my
Greek book and went down to study with Tommy.
He gave me a wide grin.
"How's the invalid?"
"Up and around," I answered.
"Mighty glad to hear it," Albert said. "Well,
if you kids are going to do Greek, I'll get to work."
He turned to his desk.
We plunged into hoe, hay, toe, but Tommy was
restless.
"Hoy, high, taw," he recited; "tone, tone, tone
— say, Larcomb nearly died this afternoon. Turned
white as a sheet and folded up like a — a limp rag."
His voice trembled with some sort of emotion. Al
bert swung around.
"You know, he's got me worried. You've got to
act fast with a thing like that. He might die before
they could get a doctor. The only thing to do is—"
Thud. A loud groan and "oh, my God!" from
upstairs. Albert leaped to the trunk.
"Good Lord, there he goes again!"
Albert went up the steps three at a time. We
followed. A large number were already there, and
more were arriving. In the center of a milling herd
lay Larcomb, his eyes closed, his head on Albert's
arm, Albert's bottle to his lips, a look of wan con
tent on his face.
Albert was in full and competent charge.
"Rub his wrists," he ordered. "No, put him
in bed first." He set the bottle on a desk.
Two schools of thought now developed. One
group eagerly, even enthusiastically, bore Larcomb
off to the bedroom, piled blankets on him, and rub
bed his wrists The other group concentrated on the
whiskey. It was hard on both Larcomb and the
whiskey. In the confusion somebody thrust the
bottle into my hands.
"Your turn, kid. Make it snappy."
From that point on there seemed to be a lot
more confusion. Men who had been rubbing wrists
staggered out to the desk, weak with hidden laugh
ter, and took their reward. Those who had sought
first the kingdom of this world staggered away from
the desk and rubbed wrists. As I stood swaying at
the desk, with my inwards glowing, Tommy shot out
of the bedroom and grabbed my arm.
"He sent me to West Wing for a ha-ha hot wa
ter bu-ha-ha buhottle."
"Here's all the bottle you need, Tommy, old
boy," I shouted. Tommy gave me a curious look,
shook his head, and drained off a healthy swig.
Albert knelt by the bed, alternately barking

orders and watching the unconscious, sweating face
of Larcomb. He was aware of nothing else. The
group around the desk showed distinct symptoms of
breaking into "Stand Up and Cheer"; but the bottle
was nearly empty. Tommy laid it on its side and
poured water on the blotter to explain the accident.
At about the same time Larcomb could stand it no
longer. His eyes fluttered open.
"Where am I?" he whispered weakly.
"Thank God!" exclaimed Albert.
"Thank God!" rolled in unison from the bedroom.
"Praise God from Whom All Blessings Flow,"
Tommy intoned raucously. It swelled into a tre
mendous chorus, with three Hikas at the end.
Albert rose to his feet.
"I think he'll be all right now. We'd better get
out and let him go to sleep. Mighty nice of all you
fellows to help."
There was a multitudinous shuffling of depart
ing feet. Albert came from the bedroom, dripping
with sweat but calm and exalted—too exalted to
know that Tommy and I were also exalted.
"Shucks, someone spilt the whiskey. Well,
there's a drop or two left; I'll take it along. Come
on, Tommy. Good night."
"Hie," I said.
Tommy stumbled off down stairs, and Albert
went serenely behind him, in his honest hands hold
ing the empty bottle—for possessing which, on the
morrow, he was to be severely reprimanded by Dave
Archer. As his blond head disappeared into the
shadows of the lower hall, I went to my room, feel
ing a little bit ashamed.
Last Commencement I met the Very Reverend
Albert Ball, cathedral dean and doctor of divinity,
on the Middle Path. Naturally, for the sake of old
times, we foregathered; and among many other
things he asked me,
"I wonder if Larcomb ever got over those heart
attacks."
Of such is the Kingdom of Heaven.

LEAVES FROM A LONDON NOTE BOOK

Continued from Page 13
the morning. Although illegal, they are permitted
by the police, as these clubs have attracted the type
of person with plenty of money to spend that form
erly used to go to Paris for his vacation.
The law in London which closes most pubs at
eleven says that no drinks may be bought after that
hour; but it does not specify that no liquor may be
drunk after eleven. It is this loop-hole in the law
which has enabled scores of bottle clubs to spring
up in the vicinity of Piccadilly. Nominally, no one
is allowed in who is not a member; but the "mem
bership" is so elastic that anyone who seems to be
reasonably respectable is given a card. The mem
bers order their bottles in advance, and it is kept
in a locker for them until it is finished.
Continued on Page 21
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LEAVES FROM A LONDON NOTE BOOK

Continued from Page 19
This pretence of membership and the fairly
large cover charge are an assurance that most of
the people to be found at the better bottle clubs are
of the type which earlier in the evening has been
dancing at Grosvenor House, The Dorchester, The
Blue Train, and Qualigno's.
This morning, left the Cuba at about two to go
to Smithfield. From two-thirty to five in the morn
ing is the busiest part of the day at this great
London market, which is located on the spot where
Wat Tyler and King Richard met. As we drove
along Knightrider Street — so named after the
knights who used to ride along this route to the
tournaments — we passed huge vans which started
from the country earlier the previous evening, and
which had now almost reached their destination.
When we reached Smithfield thousands of men:
— carriers, butchers, proprietors, teamsters — were
working at white heat to get through the immense
amount of work which had to be done within two
and a half hours. The forty-odd miles of aisles had
to be sanded, hundreds of trucks had to be unloaded
and reloaded, the huge carcasses of meat had to be
halved by four deft strokes and hung up on the tens
of thousands of gleaming hooks which stretched
away under the glaring lights for as far as the eye
could see.
By four o'clock, well-dressed men, purchasingagents for the large luxury hotels and restaurants,
began to appear. Wearing bowler hats and puffing
on briars, they moved quietly along the aisles, buy
ing hundreds of pounds of meat by a nod of the head.
By five o'clock the greater part of the purchas
ing had been done. The meat was cut down from
the hooks, wrapped in burlap, and carried out again
to the vans to be taken to other distributing centres.
By five-thirty the immense place was comparatively
deserted. The butchers washed up and went home.
The keepers of stalls took off their white coats and
went out in search of a cup of coffee. The more pow
erful arc-lights were extinguished and cleaners mov
ed about, sweeping up the sand and hosing the aisles.
At five-thirty, back toward Piccadilly and to
Ham Yard, a small court the four sides of which are
occupied by second-rate bottle clubs. As we swung in
through the arch from, out of the quiet of the side
street, we came into a glare of light and a blare of
saxophones. Standing at the entrances of The
Purple Pig, The Mother Hubbard, Blue Heaven, and
several other clubs, were the proprietors, and as a
taxi came to a stop each of these men rushed for
ward, extolling the virtues of his particular club.
Inside The Purple Pig there was nothing to dis
tinguish it from a score of other places in London,
Paris, or New York. A small, but loud, band was
in one corner, three or four unattached "hostesses"
in another, a few rickety tables and chairs, the place
filthy with cigarette smoke. Left at six-thirty and
passed through Oxford Circus which was deserted

i>

MI
r

JL
"TEW

ti AVE.

WtlGHl

L.OVT

I HE-

£; R,

OvtR

.

except for a drunk who was, inappropriately, sitting
on a water wagon and refusing to come down.
February 1, 1935
Club at Gatti's in the
A dinner at the B
Strand. Many toasts, most of them in Latin or
Greek. No one could touch his wine until the chair
man had risen with his glass and said: "Gentlemen,
I would like the pleasure of drinking with you!"
There was also, of course, the toast: "Gentlemen, I
give you the King!"
The speeches were punctuated with cries of,
"Hear! Hear!" to express approval, or of "Shame!
Shame!" to express disapproval. It was curious to
hear men at the same table say, "When G. B. S. was
Music Critic of the Star he told me that—" or "Do
you remember the time Northcliffe came into my
rooms and —" etc.
March 1, 1935
Went to a dinner of the W
-'s club, given
in the garret of Samuel Johnson's house, where he
wrote his dictionary. My seat at the table was ex
actly in front of the fireplace, on the spot where
Johnson, Boswell, Reynolds, and the others must
have sat many a time.
March 20, 1935
While walking in Fleet Street, I heard a clatter
of hoofs and, looking up, saw a state coach with
outriders and postilions, and footmen standing up
behind in powdered wigs and livery. Inside, there
was a fat little man, a golden chain over his robes,
a tri-cornered hat on his head — the Lord Mayor of
London off on a State visit to the King at Bucking
ham Palace.
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SOVIET INEFFICIENCY
Continued from Page 10
entered Russia at Batum, for the customs officials
regarded us as evil spirits bent on the destruction
of Stalin. They opened our letters and regarded
them thoroughly, even though they were unable to
read them! They looked in vain for the serial num
bers on our typewriters. They copied the numbers
of our travelers' cheques. They put our visas un
der mental microscopes, and hailed our passports
like long-lost brothers.
One of the ladies in our party had an envelope
in her possession which contained the drawing of her
nephew's foot, because she was anxious to buy him
some Russian boots and wanted the correct size. On
seeing this, the customs officials went into a panic.
They looked carefully at the envelope, then at the
footprint. They held it up to the light. They passed
it around from one to the other. Finally, they mere
ly looked at it hopelessly, but were still puzzled, and
I almost expected one of them to ask, "Ah! What
weird capitalistic device is this?"
One by one, as our baggage was examined, we
were allowed to enter another room; and, finally,
the ordeal was finished. Reluctantly, we were re
leased.
That night we boarded a slow, dirty train for
Tiflis, and were preparing for bed, when Zeina enter
ed our compartment and told us to be sure to leave
the windows shut, "or else when the train stops,
people will come down from the mountains with long
hooks, reach in and steal your clothes." If you know
anything about Russian trains, you will know we left
the windows open. Nothing was "hooked."
Arriving at Tiflis after a rather dusty night's
ride, we entered the main restaurant, or as they call
it, pectopah. The room was full of waiters when we
entered, and we chose a large table (there were nine
in our party) in the center of the room. The waiters
not only refused to wait on us, but for all we know,
left the restaurant. At eleven they returned and we
had breakfast.
I won't go into any more detail about the in
conveniences, nor describe any further irritations
that we met in our twenty-two days in Sovietland.
It is enough to say that more things like this did
occur.
But what interests me are the reasons for such
apparent indifference to tourists. For one thing,
Russia, centuries behind western European stand
ards of culture, is unable to realize that catering to
the tourist might prove utilitarian in the long run. If
they concentrated on making visitors happy as they
do on copying Henry Ford's tractors, the Soviet
Union would be a far more pleasant place to visit.
Then there is another angle. Communist store
keepers, working without the incentive of profit, do
not care one iota whether you buy in their stores or
not. A third reason is that the Russians do not
recognize the value of time. If you are in a hotel,
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and order hot water for shaving, it makes little dif
ference whether it is delivered to you within ten
minutes or ten hours. And when they say "What
is the difference?", you have no answer.
This state of affairs is really laughable, and
seems particularly so now in retrospect. But there
were times this summer when it was rather difficult
to hold one's temper. The absence of water was not
always balanced by the presence of good Caucasian
wine; the beauty of the Kremlin was not always in
tensified when seen through eyes swollen by the bites
of insects; and that wonderful bracer, the after-din
ner cigarette, was not always enjoyable when preceeded by borsch and the inevitable compote of
'fruit'. But it was fascinating, very fascinating!
Seeing a nation in a period of transition, especially
when the transition is so rapid and so obvious, is al
ways a rare experience.

B AIR'S
Dry Cleaning Co.
Mt. Vernon, Ohio
Compliments of

BEENEY'S SPORTS SHOP
110 S. Main St.

Mt. Vernon, Ohio

"SAY IT WITH FLOWERS"

SHARP'S
Phone 895

Pitkin's Provision Store
"Everything to Eat"
Mt. Vernon, Ohio

Amos and Andy
Liquors — Beers
Wines
6 E. Ohio Ave. — Mt. Vernon, Ohio
211 S. Broad St. — Lancaster, Ohio
Compliments of

The Kelser-Dowds Co.
Wholesale Groceries
Mt. Vernon, Ohio
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MEMORABILIA
Through the 1860's and 1870's the celebration
of Washington's birthday was one of the high spots
of the year at Kenyon; orations, band concerts and
the illumination of Old Kenyon were features of the
program. In 1879 a "students' reception" was held
at the literary societies halls on the evening of the
Twenty-second of February, after the exercises at
Rosse Hall were ended. So successful was this re
ception that the programme for the celebration of
Washington's birthday the following year announc
ed a "Hop" with music by the Barracks Band of
Columbus. In that year the twenty-second of Feb
ruary fell in Lent and on a Sunday. The students
preferred to hold the celebration with its dance, on
Saturday or Monday; but the faculty in the inno
cence of its heart, in order to avoid a descration of
Sunday, moved it back to Friday, having for the
moment forgotten the Table of Fasts. With but
slight forethought the committee sent one of the
invitations to Bishop Bedell who was then in Cleve
land. The college treasures among its most awe
some documents the telegram received from the
Bishop on the day before the appointed dance:
Prest. Bodine: Students invitation just received.
Day appointed without sufficient consideration. Fri
day is Ember day, Fast day, Lent. I unconditionally
forbid dancing. See article thirteen for faculty. G.
T. Bedell, Prest. Board of Trustees.
Article thirteen, to which reference is made,
provided that the Bishop's episcopal supervision and
authority should be understood as embracing the
spiritual interests of the college. The faculty at
once replied that they had appointed Friday for the
dance, in "pious zeal" — so they said — for the pres
ervation of the sanctity of Sunday; the students had
made all arrangements had hired an orchestra, and
had agreed that there should be square dances
only. They therefore informed the Bishop that they
could not retract their permission to ha ve the dance.
The Bishop answered: "Church institutions obey
Church laws." He reminded the faculty that it is a
universal rule to omit dancing in Lent. For all that,
the dance took place on Friday. Perhaps the faculty
had misunderstood the students when they seemed
to promise that there should be no round dances;
at any rate, the printed programmes included many
dances of that variety. The faculty confiscated the
programmes, and informed the committee that there
must be no round dances, and no music for such
dances; and the dance must close at ten o'clock.
Probably nobody was very happy over this dance:
the Bishop was not, the faculty was not, and it is
hard to imagine that the students were. This episode
ended the celebration of Washington's birthday at
Kenyon.

GELSANLITER'S
Typewriters — Office Supplies — Desks
Phone 338

The American Beauty Shop
Shoe Repairing — Dry Cleaning
Hats Cleaned — Shoe Shining
210 S. Main St.

WONDER BAR
Where Everybody Meets — A Good Place to Dine
Liquors — Cocktails
Pete Gost, Prop.

202 S. Main St.

KNECHT-FEENEY ELECTRIC CO.
ESTABLISHED 1912

6 S. MAIN STREET
(Complete Electrical Service)

Phone 444

Mt. Vernon, Ohio

Paradise Lunch Shop
For Lunches
High Grade Wines
High Ball's and Beer

R. V. HEADINGTON
UNCO

loP

SUPER-SERVICE STATION
LUBRICATION SERVICE
TIRE REPAIRING

Goodrich Tires and Tubes
Linco Batteries
Linco Tires and Tubes

Stop
Itching
Skin
It's wonderful the way soothing, cool
ing Zemo brings prompt relief to itch
ing, burning skin, even in severe cases.
You can feel itching fade away when
Zemo touches the tender and Irritated
skin, because of its rare ingredients. To
relieve Rashes and Ringworm and
comfort the irritation of Eczema and
Pirn pies, always use clean,
soothing Zemo All druggists', 35c, 60c and $1

zemo
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Office and College Equipment
Metal Desks and Chairs
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Been to the
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Steel Lockers

Dan Emmett Grill
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Library Shelvings
Metal Filing Cases
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Hotel Curtis, Mt. Vernon

Leather Upholstered Furniture
Floor Covering

FINEST FOODS

FINEST DRINKS

Lamps and Draperies

Cocktail Hour 5 - 6 P. M.

The Dowds-Rudin Co.

Entertainment Every Evening

Mt. Vernon, Ohio

Pasteurized Milk
Creamery Butter
Ice Cream
Selected Eggs
Dressed Poultry
Jewell Ice Cream & Milk Co.
MT. VERNON, OHIO
'I
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W°RLEY'S

^ SAVE 10ON®
•.

PADIOS * APPLIANCES
EXPERT SERVICE

Mt. Vernon, Ohio
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MT
VERNON RAD/O CO
r£NTuA(. OHias OcOEST RAOIO STQtE
L'

MENS WEAR

516- io S.ISAAINO

Wisntx ®nll <utit ®<t|t ftvtmxt
Liquors — Beer — Wines
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Lunches
Geo. Wisner, Prop.

In Wisner Hotel

Patronise the Hika Advertisers

Refresh yourself
DRINK

Diehl Centennial
A Perfect Beer
The Christ Diehl Brewing Co.
Defiance, Ohio
— & DISTRIBUTED BY

The Mt. Vernon Beverage Co.
Mt. Vernon, Ohio

MOUNT
VERNON'S
FIVE
FLOOR
DEPARTMENT
STORE

RINGWALT'S
MANHATTAN SHIRTS — $1.95

WOMEN'S
MISSES'
CHILDREN'S
APPAREL
MEN'S
FURNISHINGS
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HE new Master De Luxe Chevrolet for

1935 is winning the warm friendship

of people in every income group because
it provides all motoring pleasures without
any penalties. The beautiful lines of the

tuAu

lUi

Master De Luxe Chevrolet inspire admira
tion and honest envy wherever it appears.
Its Turret-Top Body by Fisher surrounds
passengers with the safety of steel. Its power

that is making warm friends
everywhere

and getaway are exceptional, and its smooth,
gliding Knee-Action Ride gives luxurious
comfort on all roads. Moreover, Chevrolet
builds every part of this car so painstakingly
that it will continue to give fine, reliable serv
ice over a long period of years. Yet Master
De Luxe prices are among the lowest—
and Master De Luxe operating economy
sets new records even for Chevrolet!
See and drive this Aristocrat of the lowprice field, and you will readily understand
why it is making warm friends everywhere.
CHEVROLET MOTOR CO., DETROIT, MICH.
Compare Chevrolet's low delivered prices and easy
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C. M. A. C. terms.

A General Motors Value.
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TURRET-TOP BODY BY FISHER (WITH NO DRAFT VENTILATION) . . . IMPROVED KNEE-ACTION RIDE . . . BLUE-FLAME VALVE-INHEAD ENGINE WITH PRESSURE STREAM OILING ... WEATHERPROOF CABLE-CONTROLLED BRAKES ... SHOCK-PROOF STEERING
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Welcome

Alumni

Homecoming
@

Oct. 19 and 20
Kenyon vs Hiram
2:00 P. M.
Benson

Field

_ % —

Alumni Smoker 9 P. M.

Private Dining Room for Parties
Soda Grill & Candy Shop in Connection

Compliments of

ESTABLISHED IN 1911

The Alcove Restaurant

sS MOUNT VERNON, OHIO

Breakfast 6:30 to 9:30 A. M.
Luncheon 11 to 2:30 P. M.
Dinner 5 to 8:30 P. M.
Special Sunday Dinner 11 A. M. to 8:30 P. M.

publishers
Qolor

All Food Prepared and Cooked by Women

Printing

£Job

Printers

SURLAS & FRANCIS
Phone 157
114-116 S. Main St.

Mt. Vernon, Ohio

Phone 720

18 N. Main St.
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